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he certainly did not impress me as a cavalry captain. He took my
name and later gave assurances of my reaching Gibraltar. I asked
how and when: lie would let me know in a few days. Norbert was
perspiring profusely.
"If this man is a captain," I Sc\id to Norbert when we came out,
"then I'm buying a green hat like yours. Never mind. We'll be in
the same cell and we'll play belotte." Norbert got annoyed; he said
my scepticism was driving him mad. He asked me not to go back
to the cafe, but meet him at the bar, his headquarters, an hour later.
I went there and found him and his girl friend and the Belgians
drinking a sort of farewell toast; only the candidate for the Stock
Exchange* was in a Lidvrymose mood and called Pierre a cad for hav-
ing given his real age, forgetful that he, Pierre, was thirty-four years
old. I asked Pierre if Norbert had been paid. He said yes, he had
paid him.
That night 1 rather clamped Pierre's enthusiasm by telling him that
this was the last we should see of Norbert. Next day was Pierre's
day of victory, for Norbert and his girl turned up and, what is more,
invited him out to lunch. Pierre and Norbert became bosom pals
and sneered at me in unison for my lack of faith. Thursday night
Pierre spent the remnants of his money on a dinner he gave in
Norbert's honour. By midnight Pierre was convinced that the
Admiralty would send a submarine to fetch us: Albert thought the
same: Norbert mysteriously said 'Wait and see.' Champagne
flowed.
Friday followed Thursday, and the happy little family that we
were lunched together, and to my surprise I beheld the captain,
dressed in a worker's blue overalls, come into the bar and make
Norbert a sign. Norbert jumped up and ran to the bar.
al knew he'd come," Pierre said in a superior voice. "Now, how
did you, know that?* Then Pierre had to confess he had been the
night before to the captain's house where they had a long talk. "You
went behind my back," I said. "I don't mind. But now it's going
to be mighty easy for them to do us in." Norbert returned, the
captain vanished. Norbert said 1 was leaving that very night, the
others would follow Monday. "Why was he in overalls?" I asked.
"Do you want him to walk around with the Cross of Lorraine
tattooed on his forehead?" Pierre thought that ought to squash me.
The others thought so, too. Notwithstanding his utter stupidity,
I did have a kind of sneaking liking for Pierre. The man had left his
wife and two children behind to go and die for his country. Albert
had run away from a prisoners' camp in Germany.
"I'm not going without them," I said.   Norbert explained that as